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OLD ROGER BOND.

WHEN Henry and Emily went the

first time to see old Roger Bond in

his cottage, on the bank near the river

and the wind-mill, it was spring. The

grass and the leaves were pleasant to

look upon, they were so very fresh

and green ;
and the primroses that
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skirted the path all up the bank, and

sprung up amid the hedge-rows, were
some of the fairest and the sweetest

that ever grew. Henry and Emily
gathered as many as they could carry,
while the sun shone upon the bank
and glittered in the water of the river.

The air was sweet, the sky was

brightly blue, and never sure did the

birds sing louder than on that May
morning.

Old Roger Bond was at work in

his garden, for, though fourscore win-

ters had furrowed his brow, he did not

eat the bread of idleness. He was a
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hearty old man, and the ruddy colour

in his cheeks and his flaxen hair made
him a perfect picture.

Roger Bond had always a smile

ready for young people ;
and whether

it was wet or dry, winter or summer,
he was cheerful. Shall I tell you
what it was that made old Roger a

happy man. He had excellent health,
but it was not that ; for he well knew
that his health and strength could be

but of short duration. He had a warm,

snug cottage, but neither was it his

cottage that made him happy : no, it

was the knowledge that when flesh

and heart should fail, God would be
the strength of his heart and his por-
tion for ever: that when the walls

of his cottage should moulder away,
he would then have another house
"
not made with hands," but " eternal

in the heavens," whose maker and
whose builder is God. The Bible
told him this; he believed it, and was

happy.
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No sooner did old Roger see Henry
and Emily than, sticking his spade

upright in the ground, and scraping
his shoes upon it, he hastened to the

garden gate ; for he was very fond of

them, and loved to see them come to

his cottage.
It was a pleasant thing to see the

old man striving in every way to make
them happy. Nothing pleased Henry
and Emily more, than for Roger Bond
to talk to them about the country and

farming. Barns and stables, grana-
ries and cow-houses, piggeries, hen-

pens, and pigeon-boxes, all gave them

pleasure.
He told them the odd names of

many of the fields at the different

farms. There was the New Slip, the

Little Go, and the Cowslip Patch,
the Five-Farthing Close, the Abbot's

Mead, and the Shoulder-of-Mutton

Field, with a score others, for every
field round about old Roger's cot-
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tage had its name. Ploughing and

sowing, reaping and mowing, were

things that Roger had been famous
for in his day, so that he liked to

talk of them quite as well as they did

to listen to him.

He told them, too, about the differ-

ent implements of husbandry, the

grafting of trees, and the manage-
ment of sheep and cattle.

Seldom had the young people passed
more agreeable hours than those that

Roger Bond had rendered so pleasant
to them ; nor did the chapter of the

Bible that he read to them make them
less happy. There was a cheerfulness

and a godly sincerity in Roger Bond,
that rendered him a delightful com-

panion, and Emily and her brother

went home, liking him better than
ever.

When Henry and his sister next

went to call on old Roger Bond, it

was in the summer. The trees were
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covered with a fuller foliage, and Ro-

ger's garden looked gay with roses,

and gilly-flowers, sweet-williams, pio-

nies, and flaunting poppies. The bed

of the river was not so full as before,

nor was the grass so green ; but the

wind that blew now and then was

very grateful, for the haymakers were
at work in the neighbouring meadows.

Roger had somewhat declined in

his strength since they last saw him,
so that he no longer worked iri his

garden. He walked about, however,
with a stick in his hand, and seemed

quite as cheerful as ever. He went
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with them to the edge of the coppice,
that they might see how well the

nut trees promised, and he showed
them a great nut-hook that he kept
in his cottage. He cut them light
switches from the hazel tree ; showed
them several bird's nests, some with

eggs, and others with young birds in

them ; and made Henry a pellet-gun
out of a bough that he cut from an

elder bush.

The time passed away very plea-

santly, and every now and then Roger
dropped some wise remark that was

likely enough, if remembered, to do

them good. Before they took their

leave, Roger Bond read to them a

psalm in the Bible, which he said had

given him great comfort.
" A country life is very pleasant,"

said he,
" and I have always been

used to it ; but for all that, the day
would hang a little heavy now and

then, if it was not for my Bible. You
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see I cannot work as I used to do, so

that I have more time on my hands ;

but my Bible fills up my spare hours

capitally. Whatever you do, while

you are young, read the Bible, for it

is a guide to youth, and a comfort to

old age. Henry and his sister left the

cottage with regret, for they loved old

Roger Bond.
The next visit paid by Emily and

her brother to Roger's cottage was in

the autumn. The farmers were ga-

thering in their harvest ; and Abram

Sykes at the hill top, was gathering
the fruit from his big apple tree, and

putting it into baskets. It was very

sultry ; the cattle, for the most part
stood under the hedges hanging down
their heads, and a swarm of gnats
were dancing in the air under the elder

bush in Roger's garden hedge.

They found the old man seated in

his arm-chair, for he had been visited

with sickness; his face was very pale,
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but there was nothing like sorrow in

his countenance. Though he did not

rise from his chair, he stretched out his

hand to bid them welcome, while his ac-

customed smile spread over his features.

Sickly and pale as Roger was, he
tried to make the visit of his young
friends as pleasant as he could. He
told them to walk in his garden, and
to pluck some of the ripe damsons
that grew on the trees at the back of

the bee-hive. Some of the best and
sweetest of his fruit was placed before

them; and he gave them a long and

entertaining account of his earlier

years, from the day when he first wore
a smock frock, to the time he went as

a wagoner to farmer Turton's. "In
every stage of my life," added he,
"
the Bible has been my best friend."

I am, indeed, unworthy enough with

it; what I should have been without

it, and without God's blessing upon it

I cannot tell, but I can easily guess.
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When the young folks went home,

they were well supplied with fresh-

gathered apples, and they talked much

of their pleasant visit, and especially
of Roger Bond's fondness for his

Bible.

The last time Henry and Emily
went in company to see Roger Bond,
the snow lay several inches deep on
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the ground ; for it was winter. The

edges of the river were frozen, and the

icicle^ that hung from the spout by

the side ,of the brewhouse, were near

a foot long.
Poor old Roger was in bed, and he

was never again to rise from it ; he

knew this, but it did not distress him,
he was as calm and collected as they
had ever seen him.

When Henry and Emily went to

his bedside, and put down the paper of

sponge cakes, and the pot of black-

currant jelly that they had brought
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him, he with some difficulty raised

himself up in his bed, and gave them
his blessing.

At this time the hands of Roger
Bond were very thin, and his face

was sharper than when he sat in his

arm-chair. They observed, too, how
very short his breath was when he

spoke, and it seemed as well known

by them as if some one had whis-

pered it in their ears, that they were
to see his face no more.

"Bring it me! Bring it me!" said

Roger, pointing with his bony finger
to his Bible that lay open on the

table. His grand-daughter reached
him the book.

"
Ay," said Roger, closing the book

for a moment, and pressing it in his

hands, his thumbs between the leaves,
"
Ay," said he, again spreading the

leaves,
"

it's open at the right place.
Blessed be God for that comforting

portion of his holy word;
'
Believe on
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the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt

be saved.' I do believe in Him that

died on the cross for me ; I know that
* He is able to save them to the utter-

most, that come unto God by him ;'

and '

though I walk through the val-

ley of the shadow of death, I will

fear no evil; for thou art with me,

thy rod and thy staff they comfort

me.' * Thou shalt guide me with thy
counsel, and afterward receive me to

glory.'
"

When Roger Bond leaned back on
his bolster, faint with the exertion of

speaking, Henry could hardly draw
his breath, and Emily's eyes were
filled with tears.

As Henry and Emily walked home

together, they could think of nothing
but old Roger Bond. They called to

mind how they had visited him in

spring, summer, autumn, and winter;
and that whether he was ill or well,
he had always clung, to his Bible, and
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told them that it had made his youth
and his old age happy. This matter

made a deep impression on their

minds. "Surely! surely !" said they,
" that must indeed be the best

of books, which will make us most

happy in youth and in age, in sum-
mer and in winter, in health and in

sickness, in life and in death, in time

and in eternity."
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